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He fires the dry vegetation that he may have
spaces for planting a little corn and for a patch or
two of fresh grass for his cattle. The ground only
serves for one year, or two at most. Then the
jungle takes possession, a mean thorny jungle
that cannot boast of a single tree worthy of the
name, and that can only offer a prolific crop of
thorns.
The forest alight is a terrible thing to see.
The flames lick up the vegetation, leaping twenty
to thirty feet high. They devour everything,
leaving behind a wilderness of black and grey ash.
The bamboos explode like guns. Dead leaves and
twigs whirl madly on the draught caused by the
flames, and red-hot ashes shoot upwards in showers
of sparks to spread the mischief.
More terrible still is the headlong race of the living
creatures flying for their lives before that roaring,
crackling, snapping fire. Adversity brings them into
strange company. Their individual animosities are
forgotten as they huddle together,jostling each other
in their frantic haste to escape. The snake trodden
underfoot by the monkey has no time to turn and
bury his fangs in the soft flesh. The tiger has no
thought to kill the deer that scatters the soil from
its hoofs in his face. Breathless, straining every